OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

indeed full of the drops of rain which resounded on
the sonorous tiles of the monastery, but they were
transformed in his imagination and his music into
tears falling from heaven on his heart."

Still, in spite of the fascinations of spring,
civilized France was beginning to seem good again.
Chopin, too, was spitting blood. So, after a stay in
Marseilles, and a trip to Genoa, the scene once more
shifts to Nohant. At Nohant lived an excellent
physician, Dr. Papet, a friend of George Sand's,
who was good for Chopin, if only for the reason that
he took a cheerful view of his case, which seems for
the time to have lost its serious aspect, and there,
too, were many friends in whose society Chopin
took pleasure, and were, George Sand says, "disposed
to spoil him as I did." Considerable petting and
spoiling seems to have been a necessity of the great
composer's existence, and herein, no doubt, George
Sand found a congenial metier, though there seems
no doubt that her " detestable patient " to a great
degree came justly by the adjective.

"All, then, went very well at first," George Sand
continues, " and I entertained eventually the idea
that Chopin might rest and regain his health by
spending a few summers with us, his work necessarily
calling him back to Paris in the winter."

As it proved, that work called George Sand back
to Paris too, and from now on to the final rupture
of their friendship, and to within a year of Chopin's
death, their two lives were to be lived side by side,
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